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animated and gay; evidently they were delighted in each
other's company and Ballater was already ^ at ease. He is
always soon at ease, Lewis thought. That is the charm of
him to me as well as to women. He treats every woman,
neither as a stranger nor as quarry, but as if he and she
had long ago come to a smiling agreement that she should
not be his mistress—an agreement capable of being re-
scinded.
They were standing beneath the window, and Ballater,
with a delightful, childlike boasting, was telling her
solemnly—for he was always solemn about the little
attainments of which he was proud—what he would do
with the garden and how by next spring it would be
transformed. "Next spring!" she said. "The war will be
over before then. You will be in England again."
Lewis ceased to listen. Though he had known Julie
when she was a child in England, he felt now detached
from those memories and was eager to fortify himself in
detachment from them. He began again to order his books
in their shelves and to wonder whether so much care was
wasted—whether this precious time of isolation in Holland
would end before the coming of another spring. Then, in
the garden, he heard his own name spoken. Kerstholt,
coming from his own quarters at the back of the house,
was explaining in Dutch that the other English officer had
arrived more than two hours ago. "Alison?" Ballater cried.
"Where is he, then?" He raised his voice and shouted:
"Alison! Alison! are you there? Here's an old friend of
yours come to see you." Lewis did not answer. There were
matches in his hand, for he had intended to light a candle,
but he let them return with a little clack into the bowl of
the candlestick.
"I expect he's gone for a walk," Ballater said. "Unless
he's hiding,"
Julie dropped her voice, "If he's hiding—do bring
him out"
41 He can't be* Look, there are no lights in the windows.
It must be getting dark inside. Besides, why on earth
afamildhehide?"	y

